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rigorously closed to Christians, are very gorgeous with their
gilded domes and minarets, but they can only be seen from
without. The streets of the town are, with one exception, narrow
and most are quite impracticable for wheeled traffic. Nor are
they as picturesque as those of Damascus or those of the native
quarters of Cairo. " New Street," a wide thoroughfare that
runs the whole length of the town parallel with the Tigris, was
laid out by the Turks, with ruthless disregard, it is said, for
private property. There East and West have met without a
clash and the result is an amusing compromise, a medley of
houses and shops, with upper storeys of closely latticed windows
and deep painted balconies that jut out at all angles on the road-
way. A host of cafes, roofed or open to the sky, are scattered
amongst the more solid buildings, where men sit and waste their
time in congenial conversation. As a matter of fact time has
little or no value in Baghdad and therefore is difficult to waste.
To say it is money is pure heresy. Time is a happy gift of Allah,
to be enjoyed, not bought or sold.
The bazaars of Baghdad, intricate arcaded and vaulted streets,
restful in their deep shade, are very attractive. That they have
lost some of their character is true. The structure remains
unchanged but the wares exposed for sale are different*
European goods have to a great extent ousted the Eastern
manufactures of other days. No longer exist the rows of little
shops that the writer saw long ago, hung with hand-woven and
locally dyed silks. No longer is there a wonderful street of
carpet sellers. True, the clothes bazaar, and the quarter where
the old, much-decorated chests and coffers are exposed for sale,
are still there, and the silversmiths' bazaar and the street where,
noisily, men beat copper plates into pots and pans. The
merchants themselves have changed less. The same lack of
energy stamps every transaction, except where the shopman is
a Baghdad Jew, perched amongst his merchandise, keen and
hawk-eyed. The younger men no longer frequent the bazaars
for the sons of the stuffy long-robed merchants find employment
elsewhere—in Government offices, in banks, in commerce^ or
in professions.
The great feature of Baghdad is its river—the Tigris. It is
along its eastern bank that the city is constructed, presenting
from across the water an almost unbroken line of grey flat-roofed
buildings with here and there a domed mosque or a minaret.
At the ends of the two bridges of boats are many large native

